: ■; - jre: .tarn 

^EAEuch a doe 

BfWl A moft manly witte Margaret, it will not hurt 
irian : and fo I pray thee call Beatrice , I g mc th ee the buckl 

Mfirg. Giuevs the fwordcs, wee haue bucklers of on, 

ovvne. ur our 

Bent. If you vie, them Margaret, you muftpmtcin the 
^r iEh 3 VICe ’ and thCy ^ daun § crous Wea pons for 

Mur. Well, I will call Beatrice to you , who I thlnke hath 
legges. Exit tJAEargaritc. 

Bene. And therefore wil come . The God ofloue that fits 
aboue, and knowes mee, and knowes me, how pittifoll I de- 
feme. Iineanemfinging but in louing, Lcander the good 
fvviminer, Trdfcs the firftimploier ofpandars, and a whole 
booke full of thefe quondam carpet-mongers, whofe names 
vet runne finoothly in the euen rode of a Blanche verfe whv 
tncy were neucr lo truly turnd oucr and ouer as my poore felfe 
m louetmary I cannot ihew it in rime, 1 hauc tried, I can finde 
out no rime to Ladie but babie, an innocent rime: for fcornc 
borne, a hard rime: for fchoolc foole,a babling rime:very omi- 
nous endings , no, I was not borne vnder a riming plannet 
nor I cannot wooc in feftiuall tenpesTwecte Beatrice wouldft 
thou come when I cald thee? 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. / e a flgnior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O ftay but till then. 

Beat. Thcn,is fpoken: fare you we! nov\', and yet ere I goe, 
let me goe with that f came , which is , with knowing what 
bath paft betweeneyou and Claudio. 

Bene. O Rely fbule words.and therevpon I will kifle thee. 

Beat. Foule w ords is but foule wind, and foule wind is but 
fbule breath, and :oule breath is noifbme,therforc 1 wil depart 
vnkift. 1 

r ene. Thou hall frighted the w r ord out of his right fence, 
fo forcible is thy wit,but I muff tel thee plainly, Claucliovndcr- 
goes my challenge, and either I muff Ihortly heare from him, 
orl will fubferibe him a coward, and I pray thee now tail me, 

for 


about Soothing, 


for which ofmy bad parts didft thou firft fal in loue with mc ? 

Beat. Forthcm ali together, which maintaind fo politique 
a ftateofeuihthat they will not adfnitte any gpod part to inter- 
minrie with thermbut for which ofmy good parts did you full 
fuffer loue for met 

Bene. Suffer loue!a good epithitej do fuffer loue indeed, 
for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat, In fpight ofyour heart I thirtke, alas poore heart, if 
you fpight it for my fake,! will fpight it for yours, for I wil ne- 
uer loue that which my friend hates. 

2? ene. Thou and I are too wife to w'ooe peaceably. 

Beat. It appeares not in this confefiion,theres not one wife 
man among twentie that will praife himfclfe. 

Bene. An old, an old inftance Beatrice, that liu’d in the time 
of good neighbours, ifa man do not ere<ft in this age h;« owne 
toomb ere he dies, he fhall liue no longer an monument, then 
the bell rings, and the widow weepes. 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Bene. Queftion.w hy an hower in clamour and a quarter in 
rhewme , therefore is it mofl expedient for the wife , if Don 
worme(his confcicnce)find no impediment to the contrary, to 
be the trumpet of his owne vertues,as ! am to my felffo much 
forpraifingmy felfe, who T my felfe will beare witnes is praife 
worchie,and now tcllme,how doth your cofin? 

! Beat . Vcrieill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Vcrieill too. 

’Bene. Serue God, loue me, and mend,there wil I leaueyou 
too, for here comes one in haft e. Enter Vrfula. 

Vrfula Madam, youmuftcometoyourvncle.yonders old 
code at home, it is prooued my Lady Hero hath bin falfely ac- 
cufde,the Prince and Claudio mightily abufde, and Don iohn 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come pre- 
fcntly? 1 1 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes fignior? 

Bene. I wil liue in thy heart, die in thy lap, and beburied in 
tliy cies:and moreouer,I wil go with thee to thy vncles. exit. 

I 2 Enter 
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